Love Is the Measure
by Dorothy Day

We confess to being fools and wish that we were
more so. In the face of the approaching atom bomb rest

(and discussion of widespread radioacrivity is giving -

neople more and more of an excuse to get away from the
philosophy of personalism and the doctrine of free will);
in» the face of an approaching maririme strike; in the
face of bread shortages and housing shortages; in the
face of the passing of the draft extension, teenagers
included, we face the sitvation that there is nothing we
can do for people except to love them. If the maritime
strike goes on thele will be no shipping of food or
medicine or clothes to Europe or the Far Bast, so there
is nothing to do again but to love. We continue in our
14th year of feeding our brothers and sisters, clothing
them and sheltering them, and the more we do it, the
more we realize that the most important thing1s tolove,
There are several families with us, destitute families,
Jestiture to an unbelievable extent, and there, too, is
nothing to de butto love. WhatImean is that theze is
no chance of rehabilitation, no chance, so far as we see,
of changing them; certainly no chance of adjustdng
Them to this sbormunanle world about them—and who
wants them adjusted, anyway!

What we would like to do is change the world—
make it a Lirrle simpler for people to feed, dothe, and
shelter themselves as God intended them o do. And
o a cerrain extent, by fighting for berter conditions, by
crying out unceasingly for the rights of the workers, of
the poor, of the destitute—the rights of the worthy and
the unworthy poor, in other words—we canto a certain
extent change the world; we can work for the oasis, the
little cell of joy and peace in a harded world. We can
throw our pebble in the pond and be confident that its
ever-widening circle will reach around the world.

We repeart, there is nothing that we can do but
love, and dear God—please enlarge our hearrs to love
each other, 1o love cur neighbos, o love cur enemy as
well as our friend.

Whenever 1 groan within myseif and think how

hard it is to keep writing about love in these times of
tension and strife which mav, ateny moment, become
for us 21l a time of terror, 1 think o mysell: What else
is the world interested in? Whag else do we all wany,
- each ome of us, except to love and be loved, in our
families, in our work, in all our relationshins?  God is
Love. Love casts our fear. Bven the most ardent
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revolutionist, seeking to change the world, to overtum
the rables of the money changers, 18 rying to make &
world where it is easier for people to love, to stand in
that relationship to each other. We want with all cur
hearts to love, to be loved, And not just in the family,
but to look upon all as cur mothers, sisters, brothers,
children. It is when we love the most intensely and
most humanly that we can recognize how tepid is our
love for others. The keenness and intensity of love
brings with it suffering, of course, butjoy too because it
iz a foretaste of heaven.

When vou love peaple, vou see all the good 1

them. There can never be encugh thinking abour it.

St. John of the Cross said that where there was no love,
put love and vou would draw love cut. The principle
certainty works., T've seen my friend Sister Peter Claver
with that warm friendliness of hers which is partly
natural, but is intensified and made enduring by grace,
come into a place which is cold with tension and
conflict, and warm the houge with her love.

And thisis not easy. Sveryone will try ro kil that
loveinyou, even your nearm
will ey to pruneit. “Don't vou know this. that, end the
other thing about this person! He or she did this. Ifyou
don’twant o hearit, you must hear. [tis for your good
o hearit. 1tis my duty to rell you, and it is your dury
to take tecOgNItOn Of i, YOU must stop loving, madify
your loving, show vourdiszpproval. You cannot possi-
blylove—ifyou pretend you do, you are 2 hypocrite and
the truth is not in you, You are contributing to the
delinquency of that person by your sentimental blind-
ness. 1t1s such people as you who add to the sum total
of confusion and wickedness and soft appeasement and
compromise and the policy of expediency in this world.
You are to blame for Communism, for industrial capi-
talismn, and finally for hell on earth!”

Tosee only the good, the Christ, in others! Perhaps
ifwe thought of how Karl Marx was called “Papa Marx”
by all the children on the street, if we knew and
remembered how he told fairy stories to his children,
how he suffered hunger and poverty and pain, how he
sat by the body of his dead child and had no money for
coffin or funeral, perhaps such thoughts as these would
make us love him and his followers. Dear God, for the
memory of that dead child, or that faithful wife, grant
his stormy spirit “a place of refreshmenr, light, and




peace.”

And then there was Lenin. He hungered and
thirsted and at tires he had no fixed abode. Mme.
Krupskaya, his widow, said that he loved ro gointo the
peace of the pine woods and hunt mushrooms. He lived
one time in the slums of Paris and ate horsemeat. He
started schools for the poor and workers. “He went
shout doing good.” Is this blasphemy! How marny
people are dying and going to God their Father and
sayingsadly, “We havenotso much as heard that there
is a Holy Spiric.” And how will they hear if none
preaches to them? And what kind of shepherds have
mary of them had? Frzekiel said in his day, “Woe tothe

shepherds that feed themselves and not their sheep!
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